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A molt Toad-IpocEcd Traitor; Say thou no, 
This SwordjChis arrne,and my belt fpirits are bent 
Toproue vpon thy hear ^whereto I fpeakc, 
Thoulycft. 

"Baft « In wifedome I ftiould aske thy name, 
Bat fincc thy out-fid c lookes fd fairc and Warlike, 
And that thy ronguc(foroc fay) of breeding breathes, 
What fafc,and nicely I might well delay. 
By rule of Knight-hood, f diid sine and fpurne: 
Baekedo I toffc rhefeTrcafous tothy head, 
With the hell-hated Lyejore-whelmcthy hearty 
Which for they yet gUoce hy,and Icarely bruife, 
This Sword of mine (hall guic them inftant way, 
Where chey fliall reft for cuer. Trumpets fpeake. 

Alb. Sauchim/aue him. Alarums, Tights, 

Gt>»* This is pra£ftfe Gfojtcr % 
By th'Jaw of Warre^hou waft not bound to anfwer 
An vnknowne oppofite/thou art not vanqtiiflrd, 
But coxend,and beguild, 

Alb, Shut your mouth Dam c, 
I Or with this paper fhall I flop ic : hold Sir, \ 
Thouworfetben my name.reade thine owne cuill : 
No tearing Lady,! perceiue you know it. 

G<m. Say if! do/he lawes arc mine not thine, 
Who can araignc me for a t ? Exit, 

Alb, Moft monftrous *0,know s ft thou this paper? 

"Baft. Askeme not what 1 know. 

Alb . Go after hcr,(hc a s defpcratCjgouenic her, 

"Baft, What you hauc charg'd nit with, 
That hauc I done, 

And more f much more 5 tbe time will bring ir out, 

Tispaft^andfoaml : But what art thou 

That haft th is Fortune on me ? If chou're Noble, 

Idoforgiuc thee* 
Edg. Let*s exchange charity; 

lam riokfle in blood then thou art Edmwd, 

If more, the more th'haft wron g'd me* 

My name is $ Agar and thy Fathers Sonne, 

The Gods arciuft 1 and ofourpleafant vkct 

Make inftrumcnts to plague vs : 

The darkc and vinous place where thee he got, 

Coft him his eyes. 

'Baft. Th'haft fpoken nght/cistrue, 

The Wheele is come full circle,! am hecrc. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate didprophdic 

ARoyallNoblenelTe ; I muft embrace thee, 
Let forrow fplit my hcartjifcuer I 
Did hate thec 3 or thy father. 
Edg. Worthy Prince I know'r. 
Alb. Where hauc you hid your fclfc ? 
How haue you knownc thcmileries of your Father? 

Sdg. By nurling them my Lord. Lift a brcefccalc, 
And when 3 ih tdtd^O that my heart would bur ft. 
The bloody proclamation to efcape 
That followed me fo necre,(6 our Siues fwecrncfle, 
That we chepiine of death would homely dye^ 
'Rather then die st once) taught me to fhifc 
Into amad-mans rags 5 t*aiTunnca fcniblancc 
That very Dogges^jfdairi'd : and in this habit 
Met I my rar Net with his bleeding Ring* , 
Their preeidiiir Stone* new loft -became his guide, 
Ledhira.bcgg'dTorbi'm/ai^d him from difpaire.* 
NeuerfO fSultJreiifiaPd my felfe vnto him, 
Vntill fomc ha]fe hourcpaft when I was arm'd, 
Not fure s thonrgh' taping oft his good fucceffe, 
I aekM his blcffingjand from firftto laft 


Told him our pilgrimage, But htsfl^r^ 
( Alacke too wcake the confix to fupp 0rc \ 
Twiit two extremes of paffionjoy an d oL r 
Burftfmilingly, J ETOfc , 


3R«ff._Thii fpeech of yours hath mou'd rrie 
Alb, If there be more,morc wofulj.hoij^ 


And fhall perchance do good,but fpeakc v^* 
You looke as you had fomechingmoretofe 011 * 


For I am almoft ready to difloluc* 

Hearing of this. 


Enter & Gentleman* 
Gen. Helpe,helpe ; O helpe. 
Edg* What kindc of helpe ? 
Alb. Spcake man. 

Edg* What meanes this bloody Knife? 
Ckn. J Tishot,itfmoakcs, itwmcencnfioni.i. r 

%Alb m Who dead ? Spcake man, 
gm. Your Lady Sir.your Lady; and her Sift tr 
By her is poyfon'd : fheconfeffes it. 

B*fi* I was contraaed to them both^II three 
Now marry in an inftant. 
idg. Here comes Kext* 

Eater Kent, 

Alb. Produce the bodies,be they aJiueordeid- 

This mdgement of the Heauens that makes vs trcibfc 
Touches vsnoc with pitty;0,is this he > 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners vrges, 

Kent. I aim come 
To bid my King and Maftcr aye good night , 
I* he not here? 

Alb, Great thing ofvs forgot, 
Spcake f^^wherc's the King f and whereYGrfef 
Scefi thou this obk&£ent} 
Km. Alacke T why thus ? 
Baft . Ye t Edmund was belou'dr 
The one the other poifoif d for my fake, 
Anc! after flew herlelfe.j 

Alb. Euen fo;c<iuer their faces. 
Baft, Ipant for life i fpme good I meanetodo 
Defpight of mine owne Naiure, Quickly fend^ 
(Bebriefein it) to'th'GiftJcTor n>y Writ 
Is on the life of LcArjwL on Cordelia : 
Nay /end in time. 
Alb, Run,run } 0 run* 

Edg. To who my Lord f Who ha ? s the Office ? 
Send thy token of reprceue . 

2i?f? t Well thought on^ake my Swordj 
Giueit the Captaine, 

Edg* Haft thee for thy life* 
Baft. He hath Commiffion from thy Wife and met 
To hang C&rdelia in theprifon,and 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpakc* 
That Hie for-didhcr fclfc. 
Alb. The Gods defend herjxarehim hence awhile, 

Enter Le#r with Ctrddi&inhk arms, 
XrAmHowiejho wlcjhowle: O yaur are men of ftonCJ> 
Had I your tongues and eycSjird vfe them fo, 
That Heauens vault fhould crack : file's gonp for euer. 
I know when one is deadend when one Hues, 
She's dead as earth ; Lend mc a Xooking-giaflc, 

If 
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If that her breath will mi ft or ftainc the ftone, 
yyhy then flie lines. 

font* Is this the promi^d end? 

£dg. Or image of that horror* 

AIL Fall and ce3fc. 

tear. This feachcr ftirSjflbe Iiucs:if it be fo, 
it is a chance which do's rcdeeme all forr owes 
Xhateuerlhauefelt. 
tent, O my good Matter. 
Lt*r. Pry thee away, 
Edg* Tis Noble Km your Friend. 
Kmt. A plague vpon you M«rdcrors^TraicorsalI^ 
ighthaue fau*d her, now £hc*s gone for ener : 

^dat is't thou faift ? Her voice was eucr foft, 
QcftilCjand low,an excellent thing in woman, 
t feiird the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 
Cent. 5 Tis true (my Lords )he did, 
faar* Did i not fellow? 
jhauefeenethe day, with my good biting Faukhion 
TwO'tild haue made him skip 1 1 am old now, 
A n d ihefe fame croffes fpoile me. Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are not o'th'bcf^lle icll you ftraight* 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two ? fhe lou'd ani hated, 
Oneofthem we behold. 
Lear, This is a dull fighr ,are yon not Kent ? 
%ent* The fame : your SeruantX^*, 
Where is y our Seruant Cairn i 

Lesr* He's a good fellow,! can tell you that, 
le ftrikc and quickly toOjhe's dead and rotten, 
jCtf*r« No my good Lord ( I am the very man. 
Lean Ilefcethatftraight. 
Kent. That from yout fir ft of difference and decay, 
Haue follow'dy out fad flops. 
hear. Your are welcome hither. 
Kent, Nornomanelfe: 
All's checrleflMarke^nd deadly, 
Your ddeft Daughters faaue fore-done themfelue^ 
And defperately are dead 
tear. Ifol thinke. 

Alb. Hekno wes not what he faie^and vaine is it 


That utc prefenc vs to him. 

Enter s Mejfeng^r 9 
Edg* Verybootleffe. 
iJMeff. Edmund is dead my Lord. 
Alk That's but a trifle heere ; 
You Lord* and Noble Friends,know our intent^' 
W hat comfort to this great decay may come. 
Shall be appliU For?* we willrefigne^ 
During the life of this old Maiefty 
To htm our abfolute power* youto your rights, 
Wirh bootc,and fuch addition a? your Honour* 
Haue mere then merited. All Friends fhall 
Tafte the wages of their vertuc 5 and all Foe* 
The cup of their deferuings : O fee/ee. 

Lear. And my pooreFoole is hang'dmo^o^nolifc? 
Why fhould a Dog,a Horfc,a Rat haue life, 
And thou no breath at ail ? Thou'k come no more f 
Ncuer^euerjneue^neuer.neuer. 
Pray you vndo this Button, Thankeyou S3r t 
Do you fee tnis? Lookeon her? Looke her lipSj 
Looke thei e ? Iooke there. He diet* 

Sdg, HefaintSj^my Lord,iny Lord, 
Kent. Brcake hearty I pry thee breake. 
Sdg. Looke vp my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghqftp let him paffe^he hates him, 
That would vpon thewrackc of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer* 

Edg. He Vsgon indeed, 

Kent. The wonder is,hehath endued fo long, 
Hebut vfurpt his life, 

Aib w Bcare them from hence.our prefent bufinefTe 
Is general! woe ; Friends of my fouie, you twaine, 
Rule in this Rcalme,and the gor*d ftate fuftaine, 

Kent* I hauc a iourney Sir.fhortly to go, 
My Maftcr calls mc 3 I muft not fay no, 
} Edg. The wai ght of this fad time we rnn ft obey^ 
Speakc what we fecle.not what we ought to fay ; 
The oldeft hath borne moft^we thatareyong, 
Shall neuer fee fo much^ nor liue fo long. 

Exeunt with 4 de#d M*trch. 
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